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Antero daydreams about Eicca 


Author's Notes: 


My first Apo fic, for one who has been an inspiration 


Merry Ficmas! 


His fingers flew across the strings, brow furrowed in concentration, then suddenly, a flub. A note out of place, 
impacting the next, and the next, like a wave. 


He could almost hear Eicca saying "Pay attention, Antsa! You know better.’ 
Fixing him with that look of almost disappointment, when any of them ever made a mistake. Perttu bore the 


brunt of Eicca's exasperation most of the time, but there was no argument the young man had incredible skills 


and supernatural talent, he was just not always focused. 


"Unlike Toppinen" Antero thought, with a smirk crossing his lips. 


The sigh escaped his mouth, and he blew it away, trying to focus on exhaling the tension, leaving calm, where 


pure music flowed through. His fingers started, and his mind disobediently strayed. 


He'd dreamt again last night. The same damned dream. Hair like spun gold, a womar's lips, luscious, begging to 
be kissed. 


Broad shoulders, long legs, skin under his fingers, finer than anything he'd ever touched, save perhaps his cello. 
And over all that, the voice in his ear, begging. "please Antsa.please." 


Dragging his thoughts away from that particular torment, he steadied his cello, and started the piece again 
The music refused to flow, as though his fingers were blocks of wood. He leaned away from the upright 


posture he played in and tried not to think. 


His body wanted to revolt as well, remembering the dream had re-awakened a need he'd had been denying, til 
this morning, when the ache of his cock was too much to ignore. 
His mind full of Eicca.the smell of his sweat, the lines of his body, those hands that barely controlled the 


sounds he tore out of his instrument. 


The first time he'd ever touched Eicca. A scheduled practice for Apo, on a dreary Thursday afternoon. Paavo 
had been sick with a cold, Perttu - who knew? Off with the faeries. 

He and Eicca had been there, and as Eicca alternately worried about Paavo and fumed gently about Perttu, 
they'd hardly talked. 

Antero was ready to play, and without so much as a warm-up, Eicca grabbed his cello and bow, and off they'd 


gone. 


Music connected them, wrapped a cocoon of warmth around them and made time irrelevant. 
Eicca had shown him a couple of new pieces, and they'd worked through them twice..as Antero stilled his 
strings, bow away, Eicca had kept playing, from the new, to the old and suddenly, they were jamming along, like 


schoolboys again.variations and groans, screeches and wails flying from their cellos. 


At one particularly gruesome phrase, Antero had begun to laugh, not just his normal polite laugh, but from 
down deep, as though Eicca's bow had tickled something inside him. Eicca's face split into a huge grin, and both 
men laughed long and loud. Antero's eyes ran with tears, and then, he couldn't breathe, laughing and gasping 
and coughing at the same time. 

Eicca was on his feet and away before Antero had really realized it, and then knelt in front of him, with a 


glass of water. 
‘Breathe. Breathe Antero. It wasn't that funny anyway." 


Antero reached for the water, and Eicca clasped both of his hands around Antero's and the glass. They held 


on, as Antero sipped the water, and wiped his eyes with his free hand. Eicca's face glowed, and unbidden, a 


thought rose in Antero's mind - this man is gorgeous. Kiss him. And so he had. 

He'd bent forward and pressed his mouth to Eicca's. Without hesitation, Eicca had leaned into him. After what 
seemed like hours, with his mouth and Eicca's together, they broke apart. Eicca stood up, and pulled Antero 
with him. 


"Eicca.||.don't..” 


"Antsa, | do." Eicca had truly kissed him then, and as the kiss deepened, Eicca's fingers slid over the crotch of 
Antero's jeans, outlining him with strokes of fire. 


"The couch" Eicca breathed. 
"Yes" 


Antero sucked Eicca's bottom lip into his mouth and tasted sweet and salt. 
Slowly at first, mouths and hands explored ears and necks, then Antero felt deft fingers begin to undo his belt. 


"Ahhhh..Eicca..Eicca" 

"Antero. know. Just let it go." 

And as if he were in a trance..he had let it go. 

The memory was almost as good today as it was then, when it was happening. Eicca had done amazing things 
to him, things no one else had ever done, with his mouth, his hands, his whole exquisite body. 


He had done to Eicca something he'd never done before or since. 


And sometimes, on a dreary Thursday afternoon, he wondered why. 


